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another had thus commanded. Last time I was part of
a unit of force which the Commander-in-Chief had in-
structed should proceed to Libya. This time I had in
my pocket a letter from General Paget which said, " I
do hope you will come out to the Middle East as an
observer/'

I leant back drowsily in my chair and chuckled. Per-
haps last time my troop should have been invited. I
could picture the scene outside our troop tent on the
desolate plains near Warminster. I suppose I would
have told Buck, my troop sergeant, first.

" Look here. Number One troop, A Squadron, has
had an invitation from the Commander-in-Chief."
(What was his name then ? I cannot even remember.)

"Oh, yes, sir," Buck would reply, quite calmly, for
after two years of Army training in England nothing
could surprise him.

"He wants us to go out to Libya to fight against
Rommel."

"Oh, yes, sir."

" If we decide to go he'd like us to leave in six days'
time."

" In rather a hurry, isn't he, sir ? "

"Sounds like it."

" Of course we'll have to put it to the troop first."

"Of course."

So Buck and I would walk into the damp-smelling
tent.

"Sit down. You can smoke if you like. I've got
some news. We've had an invitation from the Com-
mander-in-Chief. This is what he says: CI do hope
you will come out to the Middle East as a troop, com-
plete with your tanks, to fight against Rommel/ It's
up to us to decide. Well, what shall we do ? "